MONOTONY
the latter was so distracted by them that he broke off his
incantations. Gessar was then able to attack the chapel and
the sorcerer was killed by the falling bricks.*
Our trail was marked through marshy clay and as we
went along Slalom dragged his feet out of it with an alarming
noise as of suction. I was afraid of getting stuck and would
only go on at the heels of some other animal of the caravan.
How I wished that Slalom had webbed feet! The miry plain
was dotted with pools of water and at the edge of each one
a crust of salt glittered. I had no difficulty in collecting all
I wanted for kitchen use.
We got on to drier ground. Now the path zigzagged
between innumerable hillocks higher than a man, each one
saved from erosion by a dead tamarisk. Then again it was
the desolation of bare land extending as far as the eye could
see.
Peter Gets Lost: The Dumb Wife.
With its back to the wind and open to the east, our tent
let in the first rays of the morning sun. Breakfast over, Peter,
with his gun under his arm, usually set off on foot in front
of the caravan in quest of game. It would be two or three
hours before I saw him again. But riding at the head of the
column so as to escape the dust, I could make out his tracks
on the ground. I envied him the sensations of the hunter,
and the only distraction I had was tracking him from the
column. But one day I lost his tracks. No doubt he had
taken some other path. No doubt, either, he must have gone
north, where it was very marshy. At the end of a two hours'
march, as the caravan was going to be hidden by high dunes,
I grew uneasy, so I made Slalom climb the highest dune and
there I stayed, planted like a signal, until Peter appeared,
at first no bigger than a black speck, moving slowly towards
* Tsybikof 's Journey to Lhasa.

